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Familiar White's, " God save King Colley! " cries ;
" God save King Colley ! " Drury Lane replies :
To Needham's quick the voice triumphal rode.
But pious Needhara dropt the name of God :
Back to the Devil the last echoes roll,
And " Coll! " each butcher roars at Hockley Hole.

So when Jove's block descended from on high
(As sings thy great forefather Ogilby)
Loud thunder to its bottom shook the bog,
And the hoarse nation croaked, " God save King
Log!"

BOOK II
HIGH on a gorgeous seat, that far outshone
Henley's gilt tub, or Fleckno's Irish throne,
Or that where on her Curls the public pours,
All-bounteous, fragrant grains and golden showers,
Great Gibber sate : The proud Parnassian sneer,
The conscious simper, and the jealous leer,
Mix in his look : all eyes direct their rays
On him, and crowds turn coxcombs as they gaze :
His peers shine round him with reflected grace :
New edge their dulness, and new bronze their face.
So from the sun's broad beam in shallow urns
Heav'ns twinkling sparks draw light, and point their
horns,
Not with more glee, by hands pontific crowned,
With scarlet hats wide-waving circled round,